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ton's, who was looking at him with his shy,
lop-sided smile, and to say something. What
was it he wanted to say? Nothing about
Felicia, nothing about books or life or
thoughts ; something for which there were no
words. Or were there ? " What is between
us is good ? " He loathed the sound of them.
No, no ! It was not that. " I need you, I
need you/'

And to Felicia it was the same. " I need
you/' But was it ? He dozed off. He
seemed to grow bigger and bigger, heavier and
heavier, to become monstrous; and Felicia
became smaller and smaller, daisy size. Yet
she remained grown-up, while he sank back
into a gross and idiot child. She tugged and
tugged at his huge hand. Suddenly one of his
great fingers came off, and she fell backward
into the sunlight, crying with pain and terror.
And he only laughed an imbecile laugh.

He woke gasping, trying to drive the horror
of the dream from his mind. It stained him
somehow, and he felt at that moment that he
would never, never forget it. The memory of
it would lie in wait for him. Nevertheless
again he dozed; and again he dreamed.

He was in a great dancing-room, with a
shining yellow floor and high chandeliers
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